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drel's name, was to go before the secretary in a few days to
be questioned; he would very likely be set at liberty after
that. I felt certain that his treasonable instinct would lead
him to betray even me, from whom he had received nothing
but kindness, but I determined to make sure. I wrote two
letters on indifferent subjects but creditable to me in senti-
ment, one to M. de Bragadin, and one to the Abbe Grimani,
and these I confided to Soradaci, begging him if he regained
his liberty to deliver them. He swore fidelity on the crucifix
and the holy pictures, declaring he would let himself be
hacked to pieces rather than injure me. He sewed the letters
in the lining of his coat. After they had been in his pos-
session two or three days, Laurence came to take him to the
secretary. He was absent several hours, and I began to hope
that he had gone for ever, when he reappeared.
cYou can give rne back my letters,' I said, cyou are not
likely now to have a chance of delivering them.' At first he
tried to put me off, pretending that it was dangerous, the
gaoler might come in while he was ripping open his coat;
then he protested that in all probability he would be ques-
tioned again in a day or two and then set free. Finally, he
flung himself on his knees at my feet, and declared that in
the presence of the secretary he had been seized with such a
fit of terror and trembling that that functionary had sus-
pected something was wrong, and had had him searched.
The two letters were of course discovered, and the secretary-
had confiscated them.
I believed just as much of this cock-and-bull story as I
chose. While chuckling inwardly at the success of my ruse,
I covered my face with my hands, and flinging myself be-
fore the picture of the Virgin, I demanded of her, in loud
and solemn tones, vengeance on the miscreant who had
broken his sacred vow, after which I lay down on my bed,
my face turned to the wall, and during all that night and
the following day, I did not say one word in answer to
Soradaci's cries, tears, and protestations of repentance. I was
acting a part in the comedy I had planned. I wrote to Balbi